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This was why it seemed to Thumbelina that evening as
though her world had been torn up by the roots and was
rocking under her feet. First of all, Miss Dillworth came
home in a cab, looking tired and sad.

" You sit down, Miss Dillworth/' the child said, " Your
tea's laid in the sitting-room, and I'll have the kettle boiling
in a jiffy."

"Don't bother, Thumbs," Elsie said. "I'm feeling very
tired. I shall just go straight up to my room and lie down.
You have your own tea now, and then go for a bit of a
walk. You've been stewing in here all day/'

She went slowly and draggingly up the stairs, and Miss
Small stood at the bottom, feeling each heavy step as though
it were, planted on her heart. But there was nothing she
could do. There were times when Mr. Dillworth and Miss
Dillworth were very near to her; she had a silly feeling
that they were like an elder brother and sister of her
own; but at other times they seemed miles away, wrapped
up in themselves, in another world. She felt that Miss
Dillworth was like that now, and when she had heard
the bedroom door shut she went into the kitchen, all her
palpitating energy gone from her, and sadly sat down to
her tea. But go out she would not, she said firmly to
herself. Not while Miss Dillworth was like that. So she
washed up her tea-things and then sat rocking quietly in
the quiet house. Presently the chair ceased rocking,
Thumbelina's head began to rock, and a small neat snore
sounded in the kitchen.

The door-knocker's peremptory rap brought the child
awake with a start. She saw that it was six o'clock. As she
stood half-dazed with sleep, taking note from sounds in the
sitting-room that Miss Dillworth was up and about, the
knock was repeated with angry impatience, and she hastened
to the door. She was surprised to find that the caller was
her mother. She could not remember a time when she had
been glad to see her mother, and she was not glad now. Mrs.
Longbottom had but lately come to Levenshulme, having
made Gorton too hot for herself. Her violent quarrel-
some nature had raised such enmity that she could hardly,
venture into the street without risk of having her hair